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Mission Echoes 

Two centuries of time — and yet, 

Oh, Father, how the minds of men 

The deeds of sacrifice forget — 

Laid by like vestments from our ken. 

But sometimes when the moon swings low, 

And God seems breathing through the trees — 

We see the faithful padres go, 

'Midst Mission ruins, in the breeze — 

Swinging the censors — ringing bells, 

And lo, ten thousand wondrous braves, 

In rythmic dance, like ocean's swells 

Arise from out their unknown graves. 

Sometimes I hear the thundering beat — 
The youthful whoop, of days of yore; 

The tramping of ten thousand feet — 
The mission days, that are no more. 

And oft at night, men say the bells 
Swing softly, gently, to and fro; 

A dusky form within them dwells, 

In feathered garments, white as snow. 

Then who shall say from what far sphere — 
With faithful padres ever round — 

The Mission Indians wander here, 

To find their Happy Hunting Ground. 



